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N this laſt labour, this my cloſing ſtrain 


fa Smile, Walpole, or the Nine inſpire in vain. 
f that verſe how juſtly 


To thee 'tis due; 
” thine, | 
Where Brunſwick's Glory crowns the whole deſign? 
That Glory, which thy counſels make ſo bright; 
That Glory, which on thee reflects a light. 
IIluſtrious commerce, and but rarely known! 
To give, and take a luſtre from the Throne. 

Nor think that Thou art foreign to my theme; 
The Fountain is not foreign to the Stream. 


How all mankind will be ſurpriz d, to ſee 
This flood of Britiſh Folly charg d on Thee? 


Yet, 
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Yet, Britain, whence this Caprice of thy Sons | 
Which thro' their various ranks with fury runs? 
The cauſe is plain, a cauſe which we muſt bleſs ; 
For Caprice is the Daughter of Succeſs, 

(A bad effect, but from a pleaſing cauſe!) 

And gives our Rulers undeſign'd applauſe ; 

Tells how their Conduct bids our Wealth increaſe, 
And lulls us in the downy lap of Peace. 

While I ſurvey the bleſſings of our Iſle, 

Her Arts triumphant in the Royal ſmile, 

Her public wounds bound up, her Credit high, | 
Her Commeree fpreading fails in every Sky, 
The pleaſing ſcene recalls my theme agen, 

And ſhews the madnefs of ambitious men, 

Who, fond of bloodſhed, draw the murd' ring {word, 
And burn to give mankind a fingle Lord. 


The Follies paſt ate of a private kind, 
Their ſphere is ſmall, their miſchief is confin'd ; 
But daring men there are (awake, my muſe, 
And raiſe thy verſe) who bolder frenzy chufe ; 


. 

Who ſtung by glory, rave, and bound away, 
The World their Field, and Human-kind their Prey. 

The Grecian chief, th Enthufiaſt of his pride, 
With Rage and Tetror ftalking by his fide, 

Raves round the Globe; he ſoars info 4 God! 
Stand faſt, Olympus ! and ſuſtain his nod. : 
The peſt divine in hotrid grandeut teighs, 
And thrives on mankind's miſeties and paitts: 
What ſlaughter d Hoſts! what Cities in # blaze! 
What waſted Coumtries | and What erimſon Seas! 
With orphans tears his impieus bowl Gerflows, 
And cries of Kingdoms lull him to repoſe; 
And canfiot thrice ten hundred years unpraife 
The boyſt'rous boy, and blaſt his guilty bays? 
Why want we then encomiums on the Storm, 
Or Famine, or Volcano? they perform = 
Their mighty deeds, they Hero-like can flay, 
And ſpread their ample defarts in a day. 
O great alliance! O divine renown 
With Dearth, and Peſtilence to ſhare the crown 
When men extol a wild Deſtroyer's name, 
Earth's Builder and Preſerver they blaſpheme. 


One 


Are there, ſaid I, who from this ſad ſurvey, 


Ho honeſt nature ſwell d into my eyes! 


Of ſuch materials Fame and Triumph made! 


And bows, and ſmiles, more fatal than their ſwords. 
| Who ſtifle Nature, and ſubſiſt on Art, 


All real kindneſs for the ſhew diſcard, 
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One to deſtroy is murder by the law, | 
And Gibbets keep the lifted-hand in awe | 
To murder thouſands takes a ſpecious name, 
War's glorious art, and gives immortal Fame. 
When after battel I the field have ſeen 
Spread o'er with ghaſtly ſhapes, which once were men 
A Nation cruſht! a nation of the Brave! 
A Realm of Death! and on this ſide the grave! 


This Human Chaos, carry ſmiles away! 
How did my heart with indignation riſe! 


How was I ſhockt, to think the Hero's trade 


How guilty Theſe? yet not leſs guilty They, 
Who reach falſe glory by a ſmoother way 


Who wrap deſtruction up in gentle words, 


W ho coin the Face, and petrify the Heart ; 


As marble poliſh'd, and, as marble hard. 
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Who do for gold what Chriſtians do thro grace, 
With open arms their enemies embrace.“ 


Who give a nod when broken hearts repine; 

« The thinneſt food on which a wretch can dine.” 
Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve you diſinclin d, 

And in their height of kindneſs are unkind. 

Such Courtiers were, and ſuch again may be, 
Walpole, when men forget to copy thee. 


Here ceaſe, my muſe! the Catalogue is writ, 
Nor one more candidate for Fame, admit, 

Tho' diſappointed thouſands juſtly blame 

Thy partial pen, and boaſt an equal claim. 


Be this their comfort, fools omitted here 


May furniſh laughter for another year. 
Then let Criſpino, who was ne'er refus'd 
The Juſtice yet of being well abus'd, 

With patience wait; and be content to reign 


The Pink of Puppies in ſome future ſtrain. 
Some future ſtrain, in which the Muſe ſhall tell | 
How Science dwindles, and how Volumes ſwell. =, 


2 , How 
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That Clients are redreſt, till they re undone. 
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How Commentators each dark paſſage ſhun, 
And hold their farthing candle to the Sun. 
How tortur d texts to ſpeak our ſenſe are made, 
And every vice is to the Scripture laid: 


How Miſers ſqueeze a young, voluptuous Peer, 


His Sins to Lucifer not half ſo dear. 


How Herres is leſs qualify'd to ſteal 
With ſword and piſtol, than with wax and ſeal. 
How Lawyers' fees to ſuch exceſs are run, 


How one mans anguiſh is another's ſport, 
And even denials coſt us dear at court. 

How man eternally falſe judgments makes, 
And all his joys and ſorrows are Miſtakes. 


This ſwarm of themes that ſettles on my pen, | 


Which I, like ſummer-flies, ſhake off again, 


Let others ſing; to whom my weak eſſay 
But ſounds a prelude, and points out their prey. 


That duty done, T haſten to compleat 
My own deſign; for Jonſons at the Gate. 


[7 ] 
The Love of Fame in its Effects furvey'd 
The Muſe has ſung; be now the Cauſe diſplay'd: 
Since ſo diffuſive, and fo wide its ſway, | 
W hat is this Power, whom all mankind obey ? 
Shot from above, by Heaven's indulgence came 
This generous ardor, this unconquerd flame, 
To warm, to raiſe, to deify mankind, 
Still burning brighteſt in the nobleſt mind. 
By large-ſoul'd men, for thirſt of fame renown'd, 
W iſe Laws were fram'd, and ſacred Arts were found; | 
Deſire of praiſe firſt: broke the Patriot's reſt, 
And made a bulwark of the W artior s breaſt ; 
It bids Argyle in Fields and Senates ſhine. | 
What more can prove its origin divine? 
But oh! this paſſion planted in the ſoul 
On eagle's wings to mount her to the pole, 


The flaming miniſter of Virtue meant, 

Set up falſe Gods, and wrong d her high deſcent. 
Ambition, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 

Of blots, and beauties an alternate ſource ; 

Hence Gildon rails, that Raven of the pit, 

Who thrives upon the carcaſles of wit; 


LE 1. 
And in art-loving Scarborough is ſeen | 
How kind a Patron Pallio might have been. 
Purſuit of fame with pedants fills our ſchools, 
And into Coxcombs burnifhes our Fools; 


' — 


Purſuit of fame makes ſolid learning bright, 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height, 


That key of nature, by whoſe wit ſhe clears 
Her long, long ſecrets of five thouſand years. 
Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 
How, and in what degree Pride {ways the ſoul? 
(For tho in all, not equally, the reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my ſtrains. 
Ye Doctors! hear the Doctrine I diſcloſe, 
As true, as if twere writ in dulleſt proſe, 
As if a letter d dunce had ſaid © tis right,” 
And imprimatur uſher it to light. * 


Ambition in the truly-noble mind 
With Siſter virtue is for ever joyn'd ; 
As in fam d Lucrece, who with equal dread 
From Guilt, and Shame, by her laſt conduct fled; 


Her 


Li 


Her Virtue long rebal'd in fitm diſdain; - 
And the word pointed at her heart i in ind fo 
But, when the ſlave was threatned to be laid 
Dead by: bet ſide; hex Jouy of fame obey d. 
In meaner minds Ambition works alone; 
But with ſuch art puts virtue's aſpect on, 
That not more like in feature, and in mien; 
The God and Mortal i in the comic ſcene. 
Falſe Julius, ambuſnt i in this fair diſguiſe, 
Soon. made the Roman: liberties his prize. 
No mask in haſeſt tinds Ambition wears; 
But in full light pricks up her Aſs's cats; 
All I have ſung are inſtances of This; 
And 5 goes my Theme wens not amiſs, 


Ye Vain! deſiſt from ow erroneous ſtrife ; 
Be wiſe, and quit the falſe ſublime of life. 
The true ambition there alone tefides, 
Where Juſtice vindicates, and Wiſdom guides; 
Where inward Dignity joins outward State, 

Our Purpoſe good, as our Atchievement great, 
Where publick Bleſſings publick Praiſe attend, 
Where Glory is our Motive, not our End. 
* Pe TOASTER THEE . Would'ſ 
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Would'{ thou be Fam'd? have thoſe high deeds in view 
Brave men would act, tho Scandal ſhould enfue;!: >: 


, 
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Behold a Pfince! whom ho ſwoln choughts inflate} 
No pride of Thrones, no fever after Fame; WN M 
But when the welfare of mankind inſpires, ir 21:4 
And death in view to dear bought glory fte n 12d T 
Proud Conqueſt then, then regal Pomps delight: 
Then Crowns, then T riumphs ſparkle in his light; 15 
Tumult and Noiſe ate dear, which with them — 


His People's bleſſings to their ardent King: 
| But, when thoſe great heroic iniotivcs <eaſe; 1 i 


— 
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His ſwelling ſoul ſubſides to native peace; 
From tedious Grandeur's faded charms withdraws; - 
A ſudden foe to ſplendor, and applauſe, 
Greatly deferring his arrears of fame 
'Till Men and Angels jointly ſhout his name. 
O Pride celeſtial! which can pride diſdain; © 
O bleſt Ambition! which can ne'er be vain. 

From one fam d Alpine hill, which props the 1903 
In whoſe deep womb unfathom' d waters lie, 
Here burſt the Rhone and ſounding Po, there mine 


In infant rills the Danube and the Rhine; 
7 From 


1 


From the rich tote one fruitful um ſuppliess, 
Whole Nen OR a thouſand an . 


. 


8 * - 4X £4..4 3 © % 
* 


In — ſuch a PINES the Muſe adotes;' 
Which publick bleſlings'thro' half Europe pours. / 
When his heart burns with ſuch a godlike aim 
Angels and George are rivals for the Fame * N 
George, who in foes can ſoft affections raiſe, TW 
And charm determin'd Satire into:praiſe. 77 7 21 
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Nor human rage alone His pow'r perceives, 
But the mad Winds, and the tumultuous Waves. 
Even Storms (Death's fierceſt Miniſters !) forbear, 
And, in cheir own wild Empire, learn to ſpare. 
Thus, Nature. ſelf ſupporting Mans decre, 
Styles Britain's Sovereign, Sovereign of the Sea. 
While Sa and Air, great Brunſwick ! ſhook our State, 
And ſported with a King's and Kingdom's Fate, 
Depriv'd of what ſhe loy'd, and preſt with fear 8 
Of ever loſing what ſhe held moſt dear, 
How did Britannia like Achilles weep, 
And tell her ſorrows to the kindred Deep? 
Hang oer the Floods, and, in devotion warm, 
Strive, for Thee, with the Surge, and fight the Storm? 
| W hat 


* Hom. J. |. I, 


The Nation droopt- hut, now; wich raviſſu _ 


What felt - Eli Hiaaole, wires us Bend by ont 
Our Piliniras llept an at the Km. 
His Eye nei er clos d; long ſince inur d to N 


And outxetch every Sit, fon Brunſwick ow \ nn] 


By thwaning PaGGoasitoft; by Cares oppteſt i 
He found Thy tetmꝑeſt pidturid in his breaſt e 


But, no, what: Joys that Gloom of heart abe 31A 
No Pow'rs off Language fe- hut his own, can tell3 
His own, which Are and all the Gracerhomg:!> bak 
At will, to raiſe or huſh the Coil ou. 
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O doubly: welcame:t to: bende Shawl. cm 112 20d 
By Teils and Danger ſtilk endeard the more; 0:2 74 
Thy Tonch|teyiz'd-the-Geniits of our Land .124 
All Hearts went fotth, and met Thee: on the . L 
Our Tianſpemts are ſublim d by late Diſtreſs : 


Aut Tbeanes cad Renpires Hare in our ba ; 


For Brunſavclts abloacdd- — - bis Revurn, done. 19 4 
Tho, late, thy:de/egwed ors ſhone bright, 


And ſhed a wheleſome Iaſtuence, ſtill was WY T 
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From Ocean a lap, ſſhe fees! her dun ariſe. a __ | 
r Dev) roman Leben te 2, Gi 
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